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FRANK'S PRINTING SERVICE STATESBORO. GA
BROTHER ARCOLA BYRD
Saturday, May 10, 1980 3:00 p.m.
N4ercer Grove Baptist Church
Metter, Georgia
Rev. H. W. McCrary, Ofl:iciating
Burial-- Church Cemetery
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Brother Arcola Byrd was born March 10, 1918 to Mr. and
Mrs. Arnton Byrd in Candler County, Georgia. He lived in
Trenton, New Jersey for 35 years.
Mr. Byrd was a member of the Church of God.
He was married to Mrs. Doris Allen.
PROCESSIONAL
SONG
SCRIPTURE
INVOCATION
Mr. Byrd is survived by one son, Billy Byrd of Trenton, N.J.;
one sister, Mrs. Eloise Byrd of Metter, Ga.; one brother, Mr.
Clyde Byrd of Cobbtown, Ga.; several nieces and nephews.
SOLO
EULOGY
Mrs. Effie Mason
Rev. H. W. McCrary
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Sunset and euettitlg star.
And one clear call for mel The family wishes to express their sincere thanks and
appreciation for all acts of kindness and expression of sympathy
extended to them during their bereavement.
May God bless each of you.
And may there be no moatting of the bar,
When I puf ouf to sea.
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But such a tide as mouittg seems asleep,
Too fut! for sound atta foam;
When that tottich drew from out lite bouttdless deep,
Turns agaitt }tome. The Lord is my shepherd; I seal! not want.He maketh me to lie down in green pastures:
he leadeth me beside the still waters.
He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the
paths of righteousness for his name's sake.
Yea, though lwalk through the valley of the
shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art
with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.
Thou preparest a table before me in the pre-
sence of mine enemies: thou anointest my head
with oil; my cup runneth over.
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all
the days of my life: and lwill dwell in the house
of the Lord for ever.
Txoitighf and euenittg bell,
And after that tile daryl
And may there be no sadttess of farewell,
When I embark.
l:or though from out our bourne of time and place
Tile flood may bear me far;
I }tope to see my Pilot face to face
When I hate crossed the bar.
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